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the modern world is obsessed by sex. Is there nothing
else in it? After all, the answer is that you can't go
without food and you can't go without sleep. But
you can go without the satisfaction of your sexual
appetites,

HARVESTER: But at what price of nervous disorders, crabbed-
ness, and unhealthy emotions.

MRS. TABRET: When Maurice's accident made it impossible
for him and Stella ever to live again as man and wife I
asked myself if she would be able to support so false a
relationship. They had loved one another as two healthy
young things love. Their love was deep and passionate,,
but it was rooted in sex. It might have come about with
time that it would have acquired a more spiritual
character, it might have been that the inevitable trials
of life endured together would have given birth to an
affection and a confidence in one another that might have
given a new glow to the fading fires of passion. They
did not have the time.

NURSE: [To STELLA, with irony.} May I ask how long you'd
been married?

STELLA: I was married to Maurice about a year before he

crashed.
NURSE: A year. A whole year.

MRS. TABRET: Out of his suffering a new love did spring
up in Maurice's heart, a hungry, clinging, dependent
love. I didn't know how long Stella would be content
with that.

NURSE: [Bitterly.] No one could say that you had much trust
in human nature.

MRS. TABRET: I have a great deal. As much, in fact, as
experience has taught me is justified. I knew that Stella's
pity was infinite.

STELLA: Oh, infinite. Poor lamb.